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    To those who have had to start over,and still found the strength to move forward.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Every life is tested by fire.Some are destroyed by it.Others learn to rise.

      

    

The Night Everything Changed

There is a particular sound in hospitals at night.

It is not silence.

It is something else.

A constant murmur of machines.

Soft footsteps in the corridors.

Low voices appearing and disappearing behind closed doors.

That night I was sitting on a white hospital bed, staring at a monitor that displayed the rhythm of my own heart.

The sound was steady.

Constant.

A quiet reminder that the body was still working... for now.

For many years I had lived with the belief that control was possible.

Control over work.

Over decisions.

Over the future.

I had built businesses, taken risks, crossed borders, and learned new languages. I had always believed that with enough effort, life could be organized.

But in that moment, I understood something no one had ever taught me.

The body has a story of its own.

And sometimes it decides to tell it without asking permission.

The door opened slowly. A doctor entered the room with an expression I had seen before in hospitals.

Professional.
Calm.
And slightly restrained.
The conversation was brief.

But there was one word that changed the air in the room.

Cancer.

The word did not arrive like a blow.

It arrived more like a shadow slowly moving through the room, occupying every corner of the mind.

In that instant a brutal realization appeared.

The life I had built — the years of work, the projects, the dreams, the decisions that had taken me from Cuba to Europe and later to the United States — could stop at that very moment.

The future, which had always seemed wide and open, suddenly became fragile.

But there was something important I still did not know.

I did not know that night would mark the beginning of a second life.

And that everything would begin with a very simple promise.

To dance.
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Prologue
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There are moments in life that divide a story into two parts.

A before.

And an after.

Sometimes those moments arrive with noise.

A decision that changes direction, a door opening toward the unknown, news that suddenly alters everything that once seemed certain.

Other times they arrive in silence.

A glance.

A phone call.

A word spoken softly inside a white hospital room. Cancer.

A word that appears and, for a moment, time stops.

Everyday worries lose their weight. Goals that once felt urgent suddenly no longer matter.
Certainties begin to crack.
Suddenly, life reveals its deepest truth: its fragility.

But this story does not begin in a hospital.

It begins many years earlier.

It begins in Cuba, in a house from whose balcony a little girl watched the mountains of the Escambray without imagining that the world she knew was only the beginning of a much longer journey.

That journey would lead her across oceans.

To learn an unfamiliar language.

To begin again in a foreign country.

To work, study, and build a life from nothing in Germany.

To discover love, to build businesses of her own, and to face challenges that at times seemed too large to overcome.

And to learn that even when a life appears stable, destiny can change direction in an instant.

Because this is a story of transformation.

A story marked by migration, resilience, loss, rebuilding, and the constant search for meaning.

Throughout these pages appears a life lived intensely: a woman who builds, who falls, who rises again, and who learns, step by step, that true strength does not lie in avoiding storms, but in crossing through them.

Violence.
The loss of a long-awaited pregnancy.
And finally, cancer.

Each of these moments becomes a crossroads.

A moment when fear could have blocked the path toward the future.

But also, a point from which life decides to continue.

This book is not only the story of an illness.

It is the story of a human journey.

A journey that crosses continents, languages, losses, and rebirths.

It is a reflection on the extraordinary human capacity to rebuild when everything seems to collapse.

The pages that follow do not promise simple answers.

But they offer something more valuable: a real story.

A story that reminds us that even in the darkest moments there is still the possibility of finding a new direction.

Because sometimes, after the storm has passed, the sky does not simply clear.

Sometimes it becomes brighter than before.

And that is when a new life begins.
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Chapter 1: The Girl Who Wanted to Breathe
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They were immense, silent, and steady. Sometimes the sun illuminated them with a soft light that seemed to caress their slopes; other times the shadows turned them into dark, solemn shapes.

I watched them with a mixture of fascination and envy.

They did not have uniforms.

They did not have to repeat anything.

They did not have to ask permission to exist.

At school, everything was exact.

Every morning, before classes began, we were lined up in the courtyard. The rows had to be perfectly straight, aligned as if the balance of the world depended on that symmetry.

Our uniforms had to be immaculate.

The red scarf tied around our necks had to be neatly folded and clearly visible.

The red scarf was a symbol.

It was identity.

It was obligation.

We stood in an almost military position.

Back straight. Arms stiff.

The salute practiced until it became automatic.

The arm rose with precision; the gaze fixed straight ahead.

And then, in unison, we had to shout: "Pioneers for Communism, we will be like Che!"

The shout had to be loud.

Convincing.

Certain.

It was not enough to say it.

It had to echo.

I remember the sound of our children’s voices bouncing against the walls of the school building.

The sound rose toward the sky and seemed to fall back down on us.

I shouted too.

But while my mouth pronounced the words, my mind was watching the mountains.

There were days when my voice did not come out strong enough.

Not out of open rebellion, but because of a discomfort I could not explain.

A small internal resistance that still had no name.

If the shout was not loud enough, there were consequences.

Ten minutes on your knees.

The concrete courtyard was hard. Some mornings it was cold like dawn; other days it burned beneath the midday sun.

Time felt endless when measured in punishment.

I remember staring at the tiny stones embedded in the ground while the pain slowly awakened in my knees.

My knees hurt, but the physical pain was not the hardest part.

The hardest part was the feeling that something inside me did not fit.

I looked at the other children.

Many shouted with real enthusiasm.

Others shouted out of fear.

Some shouted because they did not know another way to exist.

I shouted... and at the same time I asked myself:

Why does it have to be so loud?

Why does it have to be the same for everyone?

Why does silence seem more dangerous than the shout?

From the balcony of my house, the mountains were still there.

Firm.

Indifferent to our slogans.

Indifferent to our perfectly aligned rows.

Sometimes I imagined that if the Escambray Mountains could speak, they would not repeat anything.

They would not raise their arms.

They would not obey formations.

They would simply breathe.

And that was what I wanted.

To breathe without being told how.

To breathe without someone measuring the volume of my voice.

To breathe without the fear of kneeling because I did not sound convinced enough.

It was not a visible rebellion.

It was an internal sensation.

A seed growing inside me.

The seed that one day would allow my voice not to be forced to shout.

It would be chosen.

Long before I crossed borders.

Long before I faced medical diagnoses.

Long before I survived other fears.

I learned something in that school courtyard:

Fear can control your posture.

It can control your volume.

It can bend your knees.

But it cannot completely silence the question that begins to grow inside you.

And that question—small but persistent—was my first form of freedom.

The Escambray Mountains kept watching.

And without knowing it, I had already begun to grow roots.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Leaving to Exist
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I was sixteen when I understood that leaving was no longer a dream, but a decision.

I lived in central Cuba, and all the procedures required to study abroad had to be completed in Havana. That meant long trips, early mornings in bus terminals, and endless hours waiting inside hot government offices.

Fans turned slowly above our heads, moving the thick summer air.

On the desks, forms, stamps, and files piled up as if they multiplied every time, I managed to complete the previous set.

Each document opened the door to another procedure. Another line. Another office.

But I had already made a decision: I would find a way to leave.

I never asked my parents to accompany me.

Not because I didn’t need them, but because I knew they would not fully agree. In Cuba, at sixteen, you were already legally considered an adult. You could make decisions.

But having the legal right is not the same as having emotional support.

So, I traveled alone.

There was something strange about those journeys. I sat on buses that were almost always full, the constant vibration of the engine humming beneath my feet.

And I felt a mixture that was difficult to explain: pride, fear, and vertigo.

I was young.

I was inexperienced.

But I was handling documents that would determine my future.

Sometimes I didn’t eat.

Not because I didn’t want to, but because the money wasn’t enough. I preferred to save the little I had to make sure I could return home.

I remember entire days moving from office to office with an empty stomach, holding folders against my chest as if they were shields while waiting for someone to stamp yet another paper.

There was physical hunger.

But there was another hunger that was even stronger.

The hunger to leave.

The hunger to try something different.

The hunger not to repeat the same story.

Those trips to Havana carried something almost clandestine within me.

I wasn’t committing any crime, but every signature I obtained was a silent step toward a border my parents would never have crossed by conviction.

We never openly argued about my decision to leave Cuba.

I spoke about studies.

About opportunities.

About an academic future.

But deep inside I knew it was more than that.

It was about breathing.

The day I left was a Monday in September.

It was still dark when I woke up. The air carried that humid scent of Cuban mornings—the brief moment before the sun warms the earth and everything begins to move.

The house was silent. 

I didn’t know how I was going to leave the town. 

Transportation was scarce and unpredictable. There were no reliable schedules.

Only possibilities.

I stood on the balcony, just as I had done so many times during my childhood.

The Escambray Mountains were still there, unmoved.

I looked at them for a long time.

I wasn’t searching for a dramatic farewell. I simply wanted to keep that image.

Then I saw a motorcycle with a sidecar approaching down the street. The sound of its engine broke the quiet of the early morning.

I recognized it immediately.

It belonged to our neighbor Arsenio. His son was driving it that morning.

I didn’t think much.

It was impulse.

I walked back inside the house and said a quick goodbye to my parents.

I don’t remember making an emotional speech. I have never been a person of theatrical farewells.

I think I was too focused on not allowing fear to stop me.

My father remained composed.

My mother smiled.

I ran out almost immediately.

I didn’t stop to look carefully. I didn’t see the tears in my mother’s eyes.

Or perhaps I did...

but I chose not to see them.

I climbed into the sidecar.

The seat was cold from the humidity of the morning. When the engine accelerated, I felt the vibration travel through the metal into my hands.

The morning air struck my face as the town slowly began to wake.

Some windows opened.

A rooster crowed in the distance.

The streets were still half empty.

I didn’t know if I would return the same.

I didn’t know if I would return soon.

I didn’t know much at all.

I only knew that I could not stay.

The road out of town stretched ahead of me like an uncertain line.

I looked back one last time and watched my house grow smaller.

The Escambray Mountains remained firm.

They were not shouting that morning.

They seemed to be watching.

The journey to Havana was long.

The journey to Germany would be much longer.

But the real journey had already begun.

Days after arriving in Germany, in a quiet unfamiliar room, the image of my mother returned with clarity.

Her gaze.

The brightness contained in her eyes.

The farewell that was not dramatic...

but was final.

And for the first time, far from Cuba, I cried.

Not out of fear.

Not out of regret.

Out of awareness.

I had left in order to exist.

But I had also left something behind.

And I understood something that can only be learned when you truly cross a border:

Growing up always has a cost.
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Chapter 3: The Cold Also Builds Character

[image: ]


I arrived in what had once been the German Democratic Republic.

At the time, I didn’t fully understand what those words meant in historical terms. To me it was simply Germany—but not just any Germany. It was the eastern part, a place that still carried the invisible marks of a recent past.

The hostel where I stayed was located in a small town that seemed almost frozen in time.

The cobblestone streets felt as if they whispered old stories. The houses had steep roofs and carefully aligned windows, arranged with a precision that struck me immediately.

Everything seemed ordered.

It was a quiet kind of order that contrasted sharply with the warm, spontaneous chaos of the world I had known in Cuba.

It was autumn.

But for me, it felt like winter.

The air was so clean it almost seemed unreal. It did not smell like roasted coffee, gasoline, or the ocean breeze I had grown up with.

It smelled like nothing.

Breathing it felt like inhaling silence.

On my first day, I decided to go out alone and explore. I hadn’t crossed an ocean just to sit inside a hostel staring out a window.

I walked slowly, observing everything.

The muted colors of the falling leaves.

The way people kept a certain distance as they walked.

The quiet rhythm of footsteps on damp pavement.

That was when I saw her.

Conny.

She was about my age. Her eyes were blue—so light they almost looked transparent beneath the gray sky. Her hair was blond, nearly white, moving softly in the cold wind. Her pale skin contrasted with the dark coat she wore.

We looked at each other.

And we smiled.

Neither of us understood the other’s language.

But that didn’t matter.

There are moments in life when connection comes before words.

She said something in German that I couldn't understand. I answered with clumsy gestures and obvious enthusiasm.

We both laughed.

And in that laughter, there was something stronger than any dictionary.

That same day she invited me to her house.

It was just a few meters from the hostel.

A small, tidy home with light curtains in the windows and a faint smell of clean wood—an unfamiliar scent that felt strangely comforting.

Her mother, Dora, opened the door.

I remember her curious gaze.

I remember the warmth of her hands.

Dora gently touched my curly hair with a mixture of surprise and tenderness. She and Conny spoke in German words I couldn’t understand, but their tone carried no judgment.

Only curiosity.

It was in that house that I drank coffee for the first time in my life.

I didn’t know how to ask for sugar. I didn’t know how to explain that in Cuba coffee is usually sweet, thick, almost syrupy.

So, I drank it the way they offered it to me.

Black.

Bitter.

And that day a habit began that has stayed with me ever since.

I never added sugar to my coffee again.

Sometimes I think it wasn’t just a matter of language.

It was also an unconscious decision.

If I had crossed an ocean to change my life, then I had to learn to accept the bitterness too.

Sitting at that table, I realized something that would change the way I saw the world.

Language is not the only bridge between people.

Conny and I shared no words.

But we shared curiosity, gestures, glances, and laughter that said far more than any sentence could.

I did not feel like a stranger in that house.

I did not feel like something exotic being examined.

I felt welcomed.

And in a new country, that feeling is worth more than perfect grammar.

When I returned to the hostel that afternoon, my hands still felt warm from the coffee, and my heart felt unexpectedly light.

The cold was still there.

The silence was still deep.

The language was still a wall.

But I was no longer standing in front of it alone.

Germany was not only structure and discipline.

It was also people.

It was hospitality.

It was humanity.

And as I walked back, with dry leaves crunching beneath my steps, I felt again the strange sensation that had accompanied me when I stepped off the airplane.

I wasn’t small.

I was invincible.

Not because I knew everything.

But because I was willing to learn.
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Chapter 4: Learning Not to Improvise
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I trained as an Industrial Technician and eventually specialized in the textile field.

Sometimes I smile when I say it out loud.

The girl who once stood on a balcony staring at the mountains of the Escambray ended up studying industrial processes, production systems, resource optimization, and efficiency in factories that operated with almost mathematical precision.

Germany did not only teach me a language.

It taught me method.

In Cuba, many things were solved through improvisation. If something was missing, you invented a solution. If a system failed, you found a temporary fix.

There was creativity in that.

But there was also constant adaptation.

Germany was different.

Processes were expected to work exactly as they had been designed.

Numbers did not negotiate.

And for systems, enthusiasm was never an argument.

They worked... or they didn’t.

On my first day in the classroom, I felt the full weight of that reality.

This was not an easy program.

It was demanding.

Structured.

Technical.

Many of the students had grown up inside the German educational system. For them everything seemed natural. They understood technical terminology quickly and discussed industrial concepts with a confidence that impressed me.

I came from another world.

Another language.

Another system.

Another history.

I could not afford mediocrity.

I remember long afternoons in silent libraries where the only sounds were the turning of pages and the scratching of pencils across paper.

The smell of books mixed with the dry air of the heating system became part of my
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